Oft fed with true oaths and with sweet salt tears:

But souls where nothing dwells but love,

(All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove

This, or a love increased there above,

When bodies to their graves,

souls from their graves remove.
And then we shall be th'roughly blest,
But now no more than all the rest.
Here upon earth were kings, and none but we
Can be such kings, nor of such subjects be.
Who is so safe as we ? where none can do
Treason to us, except one of us two.
True and false fears let us refrain;
Let us love nobly, and live, and add again
Years and years unto years, till we attain
To write threescore, this is the second of our reign.

A    VALEDIG TION

Of my Name in the Window

My name, engrav'd herein,

i,
Doth contribute my firmness to this glass,

Which ever since that charm hath been